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“Why, Nell! And leave your new home?
—and just when I have come back, too!"
“Selfish, isn't 1t?" she replied, rising as

OF THE STORY. |

UITT BISHOP.

AA

the mantel-not for support, surely? “But
tes during the past hour | I was always selfish. Bob, and the paseion
it of the window 1o see | for travel is on me. You can't expect me
g. Twenty times she had | to remember friends when I have worids

iful robe up and down  of money and am my own mistress, I am

looked at her reflection [off to California—Japan, perhaps—I
turning her pretty  haven™t decided yet.”

vith a ¢ iish delight ""And I had been planning such a lovely

1 k of it!" she | continuation of our story,” he sald, de-

white cat, walching her  jectedly, *“You might stay awhile, for

se 1 the rug. “He has | my sake, iell. Away out there in the

. cars—dear old, honest, | mines I have been thinking what jolly

Bob!—and I was so poor | times we'd have together—with Her—and

w » wretchedly poor | how we'd laugh over old times— and over
that awful school. | that story of ours——""

in shirt walsts “Yes, they have been so amusing,” she

er had a whole | said, lightly, yet with a thread of agony

wk at this!—and  running through the note of gayety. *“1

and money hall never think of them without laugh-

iber of people ' Ing. You can always picture me wander-

sorry that he had | Ing around the Old World-always with

what does it | my chaperone—and laughing to think of

ien I was poor— | the old times. But the story is at an end,

Bob.”
1 She shook hands with him. and he went
t had set her mus- | *Way with a puzzled frown on his brows.
not even hear the b She siood where he had left her, white-
i not know that he was | faced, and yet with a smile on her lips.
tanding at the door, | The¢ cat came to her and rubbed against
inburned, and hold- | Der delicate dress. She took the animal
up and pressed her cheek against its soft
fur

r all. How glad

then,

dress

1 forgetting the

1 and all the “The end of the story, Kitty,” she sald,
was such a flame in her | 9€80!ately. “The end of the story.”

shining delight in her | (Copsright, 199, Daily Story Publishing Company.)

ght have been par:lnn-'di

her., Her face was up-!

|

)

1

1

tremulous smile on her

» easily have kissed her,
sake If for nothing else,
had been companions | It had fairly

poverty and misfortune. | bad “’: 1.am_\ pf\méd {o‘r two days, and 1

He held her away from | .5 ¢ - ”.“"”gh ali the newspapers

1 hands, instead, and looked — other eading matter to be had at the

' ’ little Adirondack hotel at which I was
staying.

The landlord, Mr. Carpenter, was
jolly old fellow, who was noted for hiz
rightly stories, and he did lis best to
entertain his guests and keep up their
spirits as they on the
ot the Wayside House and
steady downpour.

BY WILL 8. GIDLEY.

they

h astonished scrutiny.
wut you have come out!”
met you anywhere
ave known you—on my
especially in that dress,
: wear anything like that,”

I had

broad

piazza
watched the

¢ not!"” she replied, gayly,
t near the fire, and bring- I did rot join the
halr opposite. “Fancy an | 17 p, 2

at Mme. Tully’s wearing
hine! 3ut, oh, isn't it pretty,
verything pretty. And weren't

group on the veranda.
Te is anything I particularly dislike
It 1s to listen to the chatter of a lot oi
people who are trying to delude them-
scives into the belief that they arc en-
Joying life when the face of nature is an-
' cried the man, cordially. “It | kle deep with mud and water, and it is
a story, vou know. Do you | stijl ralning as if it never intended to
ow we used 1o pretend you | So I stuck to my room and bur-
living a story, and that every- | rowed my way through books, week-old
] ippered was part of it?” | hewspapers, patent medicine almanucs—
ighter color hud flamed up into the | anything that would

¢. Bob p d a little while to | yre to forget the abominable weathe »
it, and to recall slowly that in the | But on the evening of the ond day,

stop

hool-teachirg days she had been ;A‘y when it grew suddenly colder and a roar-
ale ing wood fire had been kindled in the
en it turned around that I had to go ‘ open fireplace in the big sitting-room, I
the mines, you know,” he went on, ‘ wag cne of the first to gather around ics
ly, “we tal'ked it over—do you re- ) cheerful blaze.

ber that night?—and then after a{ Now, if ever, was the time for story-

{
e we laughed because we were nn]_\'?

telling, but tke landlord's repertory seem:-
1 the story was bound to |

ed to be about exhausted.

tom
S107

out rig

and no matter how bad ;, “No use asking for any more funny
looked, | was dead sure to come ! storfes,” he drawled out with a depreca-
a year or two with loads of | tory shake of the head. *““These two wet

days have pumrped me dry, so to speak. 1
can only think of one more story, but as
there isn’t anything comical about that

cne, I don't suppose you'll care to hear

s« you have,' murmured the girl
irned her chair around a little,
woking at the fire,

t we foolish yvoungsters?’ he ask- { it."
honest amusement. “I suppose “Yes, go ahead!” shouted several voices
have a lot of fun to keep us | at once.

g heart with all that confound- “Give us the story by all means,” urged
and hard times. But it was | one of the ladies. “I can always sleep bet-
got it up—you musn’'t forget | ter if I have a ghost story or some excit-

ing adventure to go to bed on.”

“Well,” began the landlord, reflectivel
“I don’t think this comes under the head
of a ghost story nor even a story of ad-
venture. I'll have to tell it, and iet you
classify it for yourselves. The climax of
my story came ten vears ago, when I w
keeping 2 hotel in my native vill
which I will call 1

never have thought of it my-

ayv the time,” sald the girl,
firelizht making a flick-
in her eyes,

enur ' he responded, heartily,
onlyv part of it that I originated was
I w 1 ome back rich, and after
have to teach, or to
d times—and—all that,

ra

ge

1 her lap and she did
her fingers tight-

to keep from
see it. He was|
with amused reminiscenca

nabobsg of the place.

“Squire Peek, with his wife and only
daughter, lived in a big white housc on a
hill in the outskirts of the village, and a
haughty, high-stepping old chap he was

er

iild not

| when I first knew him. He always seem ‘4 |
to consider himself and his rfamily a little

ow when I'd ever thought of !
ore,” he went on, *“until {‘;ihn\'.« the rest of the folks in Eden Cen-

ix mor z0 telling | ter, and when Lucinda Peek grew up,
¢ Waldemar's death, and | although she was by long odds the best
the fortune and everything | looking voung lady in the place, and while

It «ll flash over me ! the young fellows were all half daft over

mysell "] part of | her, none of them really had the courage |

N¢ ind I are con- | to make love to her for fear of arousiug |
te ting little serial | the wrath of the stiff-necked old squire.
think " “The first one who tried it was an out-
Wi he brought herself to | sider, and the ruthless way in which his
' re and look at | aspirations were nipped in the bud by
A film of mois- | Lucinda’'s father held forth very littl- ¢n-
otice it | couragement to the others. He was a
good fortune, | voung college student, named Henry Ran-
ver dreamed of | dell, who had come to Eden: Center to
s LO1s, even In | spend his summer vacation in earning
servanis | some needed money. Tlough dependeont
doubted that 1| wholly upon his own earnings, he was
myscll as lonz as 1| pravely working his way through colleze,
s quite dificroot |t seems, and he got a job keeping the
f + with any Kkin!| phooks and making up ac ounts at (he vil-
ved in renied houses | Jage store daytimes, and at night he gave
I S at that. | jessons on the violin and other musical
wn mi - instruments. He was a first-class singer,
I m u haven't | 1p, and soon after coming to the plac
ny f ine yet,” cried |y, arted a singing school, hiring the
radiant as he | gehoolhouse and charging a regular fee
news that would| ror (he lessons, which he gave every
< feeling for some- rsday evening.
wket, and he drew ‘It was at the singing school that he
photograph of a | .46 the acquaintapce of Lucinda Peek,
~ + pert upward| .4 §¢ was a clear case of love at first
sight. He was a manly young fellow, and
he =aid smiling and ). the rest of the boys saw how maet-
pleasure be- ..o were shaping there wasn't one of
1er s president | ypem but wished him well
ner mother “But the course of true love runs un-
usl of the fall on 4 m n h sometimes, as the o
¢ abouat, and when young Randel
8 witd valked boldly up to the hig house on “he
T . hil! with Lucinda one
m
¥ ¢ X .
bLride 1l
w was sai t letters addressed to
Lu y Randell's handwriting
zir ! i gt " away. but the pos!-
who was a friend ar sort of «
I 1« ! I pé of the re, Saw 1o that n
l sa she'd nev f ever reached her. F o
. he le ceived after Ra iad le?
e pla vas returned (o hi: s0 I've
sOr he a ard, with the njtat pcross the £
wi r of th rson o whom It was «d-
a With gy el wWas ¢
. mi W and wicked thing to do,
Wi . su n a peani-
B |} hay mj y 5 ad with a nabob's
! pa “Years passed. Squire Peak finally dlel
‘ ! n vas disc ¢ ¢
v P i e 1 bee
pr i atic
N i notne
1 nk of Bol n
16 Eps.  the village. A year later di
t 3 I & broken heart, it was said Lu
' nda was left alone in the wo she
wWas now LDIrLY vVears of age, & )
oy the Wi 0k [ set
iy enar sNe és §l : ¥
| her yman in the and was ramore
" PPy will the best | that she had refused many faitering offer

tol Wwailiage. x

“Golng away!” cried Bob, In dm:\a)‘~I “Well

he arose, and leaning one hand lightly on |

THE LANDLORD'S STORY |

a

help me in a meas- |

y, |

iden Center; but the be- |
ginning dated back many years before i
that, to the time when the Peeks were the |

| » ten years roiled around, and those
of us
Ing old, Lucinda among the rest. The
#avings bank had failed that spring, busi-
ness was almost at a standstlil, and Eden
Centre was in a bad way generally. Right
;tn the midst of the stagnation a stranger
suddenly appeared in town. He was a

! middle-aged gentleman, with fron-gray
hair and beard, and bad the air of & pros-

| per

s business man. He engaged board at
tel, saying he was from Californa,
e was looking around for some qulet
{ Eastern village in which to spend the
summer.
find Eden Center quiet enough just thel,

and he said in a sort of absent-minded
wa

‘es, it does seem quieter than it used
| tor

" ‘Why, when were you here before™ 1
asked him, giving him a quick look, and
vainly trying to place him.

“He colored up and said he had been
thinking of - something else when he
spoke, and the matter was dropped.

“Well, the first night he was there he
sat around, listening to every word that
| was said by the villagers who dropped in,
bui taking no part in the conversation.

After a while the crowd began to discuss

ru.r,-ank trouble and one of the party
saiq;

' “Too bad about Lucinda Peek, isn't it?
They say she lost every cent she had by
the savings bank failure, and it is only a
question of time when she will have to
give up her cottage and go out to work
for a living.'

“Before the sentence was fairly ended,
| the siranger was standing at the desk be-
| fore me, with face whiie as a gheet,

i " ‘For God's sake, tell me quick!” he
| 8asped—is Lucinda Peek alive?
! " “Why of course she’s alive,’ said

“‘And her father and mother? he asked
next.

** “They're both dead,’ I replied.

“‘And she no longer lives in the big
house on the bill—in her old home? he
questioned eagerly.

“'No, said I; ‘she is now living in a
small cottage out near the—'

" ‘Excuse me for interrupting,’ he broke
in, impaticatly. ‘My name is Randell, I
used to know Miss Peek. I must see her at

once.'! Have you some one you can send
with me to show me the way to her
house ?’

“I called in Joe, my man of all work ;
and, by the way, Joe is still in my empoy,
and T think I'd better let him tell the rest
of the story."”

Stepping into the door opening into the
hotel storeroom, the landlord sung out:

“Here, Joe; come in and tell the ladies
and gentlemen wkat happened the night
vou showed the stranger from California
the way to Miss Peek's cottage.’

“Well,” began Joe, apologetically, as he
| £lepped into the room, “I reckon ve'll all

be disap’inted, because there didn’t any-

thing happen wuth mentionin’ scarcely.

In the first place, the gentleman didn't

say a word all the way to the cottage—

jest walked; that's all—an’ T had to run
purty nigh all'the way to keep up with
him.

“An” when we got to the gate, an’ T told
him that was the place, he went flyin® up
{ the walk. an" began knockin’ at the door
as if he was there on some mighty urgent
business. In minit or so Miss Peek
opened the door, an’ T heard him say,

‘Lucinda, don’'t you know me? An’ she

held out both hands an’ said, ‘Why, it's

Henry! ‘And the next minit they were
{ han~in® onto each other and laughin’ and
}vy;\ln‘ both at onet, like a pair of softies,
{and I seen 1 had no further bizness there,
{50 T come away an’ left 'em—an’ that's all
| there was to it.”

{ “You have forgotten one important

a

| present Mr.
| him the

andell gave you for showing
way 1o the cottage,” suggested
](h~ landlord. smilingly.

| “Oh, yes” said Joe, *“the gentleman
| handed ten-dollar gold-piece the

me

® | next day, an’ when T told him it was too

| much,

he

said, *) siree, vou earned
every cent of it, an’ more besides.’ My
science troubled me considerably for
king it, though, for a day or so, but
".-.ha" I heard that he
dominie $5

gave the

that same night I showed him the way
her cottag
that—I r

o
only a five-minutes job at
p my mind that Mr.

*afly Story Publisking Company.)

| IN THE LITTLE HOSPITAL.
] EYP. ¥

BLACK

|

In the little country hospital the vounz
rurses were very good and attentive t)
€ not having bcen i

N
g enough to have wn callous.
re raostly in their first
ir lips would twiteh
often in the

P
ti : the night
B and went about the
n in the cool
° ite clathed

rooms, and being the

seives by reason of
bright eyes, and
Now

noon, at !

one after-
tion in the town,

picasure seekers

{wo trains

smashed to

. 841 loctors, aind
he matron he nurses were pluneed
into a world of work Ior  ambulane
after ambulance came driving tp from the

the aceide

ft to the ear

ol the g Fhurt, And
among t iitie boy, about
SIX ye ody knew any

teer and moth-

or

or v w € £ O 85 ¥

very t Or ] that a
v "y a Paid 1o
nis i fellow, have been
placed in the we 4s the hos-
pita!l 1 et a children's
ward, but the we

¢ was full, So

the bo auit s was laid on a
" ’ ANG next to him
we 4 1 man, aiso
ins itnes had been
money a

L ] L "
é came Ir i
man's | Wil
rignt L
mov g
t t

- L nd r
general. He was

, indesd. Thy
nig! S

mn beczuse nte 7

nd there v “
walling the 1
- t car
i £ dl s
ed to the rs fa

. A ey
r ms

i ! 1
eitll
227% Are you th

| morning ¥
¢ The sallor, jovking into the Uttle gel-

low's eyes, was abashed and stopp:d his | low. husky whisper, while Jo<'s little hand
gwearing, and was silent for 2 moment, | rested on his. But the bey’'s eyes were
and then muttered clumsily: wide with a strange light.

“I'm all righ.” “It didn’t say ‘good night,’ John,” he

“That’s nice.” sald the boy, and became | whispered.and tried to squeeze his friend's
unconscious szain. hand. "It said ‘good-by.'

The sailor did not abuse anything sany ' The sailor trled to rise in the bed. but
more just then, but lay groaning, and , was unable even to call out. He saw the
every now and again when the little nurse | river but he could not see the other side. It
slipped by in the shadow, he called to her | was dark. He was afraid His fingers

who had been young once were grow- |

softly, and the first time he sald:
“Pretty little chap.”

came at last, he only groaned and watch-

every time the nurse came to wipe2 his
brow, or to give him a drink, he walaper-
ed to her to lock at the boy.

"Pretty chap—he thought I was his
dad,” he said, and would have laughed,
only his pain made him groan instead.
Again he caught the nurse's hand.

“Said it was nice, he did. Cute, ain't

pain.

Now it will not be good to talk much of
the next few terrible weeks, because the
docters were very, very busy, and the
J00r nurses quite worn out. But the
‘ough man and the little boy still lay in
Cots next each other, and for a long time
neither knew where they wers, aad they

I told him T thought he would |

item in vour story, Joe, and that is the |

village |
v marryin® him an’ Luecinda, '

Ran- |

a4 millicnaire an’ quit wor- |

held a pa-| ™

Ytnlkcd of many things which had nothing
i to do with their surroirdings, the sailor
of the ships and seas and shores, and the
‘v-hnd of playmates In a land far, far away
{ from the little hospital.

Then at last they both became sensi-
ble, but neither could be removed, and the
poy was much distressed at his father
and mother not being with him., Then
the little nurses, with gond hearts, told
him that his mother had been hurt, too,
and his father, but they would come for
him This they said believing, for
they whispered to each other that the
God would surely let the mother
e 1o meet the pretty child when it was
time for him to go. And the doctors
brought him wonderful presents every
day in their pockets, and teld the ma-
tron that -the boy could not last long,
The matron would kiss him every night
in his cot, and tuek him in—he had toc
je stili on his back always—and so the
boy grew reconciled to waliting for his
father and mother to come to him.

But neither could the sailor rise from
Lis back, and neither could the sailor hope
to sail the sea again, for he was in the
same case with the child, and both were
slowly dying. At first sometimes the big
brown man would forget himself in his
pain, and the nurses would shut their
ears, terrified, and the matron would
threaten to move him to a room by him-
self, and that frightened him to silence,
for ever since the accident he had a great
love for the child. The child would look
at his huge friend in surprise when he
fell in one of his rages, and say:

“Oh! John, that's not nice.”

And John would bite his lips at once
and be patient. Then the child would say:

“How do you feel, John?"

And the sailor would answer:

“First rate, Joe.”

“That’s nice,” little Joe would say, and
they would lie quiet and look out of the
window at the river and beyond where
the biz hills purpled to the skies, and
were always looking up.

So it was in the mornings, when .Joe
seemed always first awake, and ready
have his hands and face washed Iy
the nurse. He could not turn about to
see the other patients, but he learned all
their names and as soon as he heard
them moving, he always asked very po-
litely:

“How do you feel, Mr. Smith?”

And Mr. Smith would always answer,
because it pleased the child:

“First rate, Joe.”

That’s nice,” said Joe, and so he would
ask each in turn and to each answer, &l-
ways the same, he would reply cheer-
fully: “That's nice.”

And when they asked him how it want
with him, he always said, though some-
times with an effort, “I'm pretty well,
thank you.” Then everybody would say
with real pleasure, “That’s nice, Joe.”

But after a while the patients went
away, one by one, shaking hands with
Joe, and only the sallor and Joe remained,

SO0

to

! and weaker, that the matron allowed the'r
cots to be drawn together so close that

could touch each other’s hand. if

! they woke at night, and so be comfortad.

{ The sailor did not think very much of his

!uwn troubles, it seemed, but grew quite
anyious to amuse Joe, and had consuita-

!:inns almost every day with the matron

which resulted in the expressman of‘en

{ stopping to deliver wonderful packages

[for the child, who =oon had picture

{ books and toy penies 2nd all sorts of

| things to delight him.

! “Who was nice to send me them, John?"
said Joe.

| *I guess your mammy,
a pleased smile.

{ “But nobody sends

| John—poor John!"

“I ain’t good enough, Joe.”

“But you're nice John,” =aid the child,

i In long, lonely days and evenings

| sailor became so good, as he grew weaker
]

they

" gald John, with

anything to you,

the

the bey would ask for stories, and John !

would tell wonderful things of strang:
seas and strange peoples, but often in
the dim of the nightlamp, Joe would tell
John stories, all very strange and wonder-
ful to the sailor, of fairies and angels and

’SL!I‘F. Very often, when the child, out of
 pain, fell asleep after ielling a story,
would lie awake, so that the little

| John

: coming round in the night would
find him looking out of the window at ¢«
night, Joe's little hani in his, and tears,
£alt as the seas, upon the sailor's cheeks.

Joe would not go to sleep without first
cayingz his prayers, and at first John was
| drecdfully worried. when the wmatron
ame at nightfall to hear the child re-
them, and ask for blessings upon
father and mother and the matron and
the nurses and all sick people and Gear
Joha, But one night when they were
both very weak, John asked Joe to give

him his hand while he prayed.

“I never was taught to pray myselt, | coming out to Tokio.

{ mum,”
[ I

he whispered to the matron, “but
want to be countad in."”
So the summer went on, and very few

{ patients came to the little hospital, and |
John and Joe were all alone save for the |

wirses who grew to dread the time that

was soen to part the friends,
At last thev tcld the sailor that there
was 1o hove at all for him—a clergyman

ame to prenare

He took the news

very calmly, but instartly whispered:

ed the child, and did not curse at all, but |

and became very fond of each other. The’

The nurse nodded and smiled, and the | John™ said little Joe's voice, very softly
sallor smiled back and, until morning | and tenderly.

he?" and then his face was twisted In |

|
|
|
|
|
|

| lodge, where he fell in a coughing fit; or
{ he would be allowed

|

|

|
{

l

| Orient did not help him.

An e little ow, Joe?”
“Don't tell him,” said the minister, “he
§ nt he needs no preparation
1vs the poor saflor was in much |

me night he whispered 1o

non:

was rich as Vanderbiit,
long sail, would you

M a poin

s light ng

ront of the

full on the

¢ and John, hand in
Ty weak now, would lic and
Joe had made a story that

were smlled 'n on
Always

anag J

ld feebly asi

feel, John, to-night»
Joc." poor John would an.

ith a smothered groan,

‘s nice.

y wouid lie very

: rate

still or grad-
stéamboat cume
1de pomnt and cast
hospity)

1 the

“l t.wdv nlsu‘l{

the child, very earn-
1 1o come, too.™
Joe, to sall away
vharf, or—or if you
hip, see me busted
ciolld, “I would jump
: I aip, 1 would
0 : the szilor, and
re ur ayer time, whern |
's b Dispered:

Crepe,
" said the sallor, in g vus‘u'xéd

closed round the child's feebly.

“How—do—you—{feel to-night, dear

There was a moment's pause. The
sallor's volce rang out with a glad ery.

“First rate, Joe.”

“That’s nice,” said the child.

And the little nurees, running In, found
the friends had gone together. .
(Copyright, 1800, Dally Story Publishing Compeny.)

THE MUSEME WITH
THE SILVER HEART.

By WILLIAM RAY GARDINER.

“Bob™ Morgan, the singing leutenant
of the Raleigh, turned up at the club the
second day he was in Toklo with 2 khakl
suit, a teral hat, a paper sun umbrelia.
and a Japanese pug foliowing to a string.
It was a dangerously acute attack of the
Japanese fever.

Detached from his ship after Dewey’s
great victory to learn from the Japanese
their valuable secret of making smoke-
less powder, his lifelong ambition was to
bte gratified—to spend a year among the
shrines and ianterns, the geishas and
rickshaws, the jugglers and the chiléren
with the patchwork hair in the Japanese
capital,

How much more important than the
powder that blows up ships is the powder
that the bamboo puff leaves on the cheeks
of a museme—by which name all unmar-
ried Japanese women are known—“Sing-

ing Bob” never dreamed when he re":"’;m mself on an old mattress under the

the native cottage, with its forest garden
of dwarf pines and blossoming cherries,
its graceful galleries, with slender balus-
trades, overlooking the Shinagawa Bay;
its high gard-n wall, and the temple roofed
lodge at the gate.

Piggot, the Englishman who gave up
the house to him, left his liegemen with
the premises—the wonderful Watanabe,
cook and interpreter, and the parchment-
faced Musaburo, the consumptive cooile,
who was both gatekeeper and rickshaw-
man. The! there was no mother around
did not induce any one to ask a question
about Musaburo’'s shaven-headed baby at
the lodge.

Perhaps but for the plaintive baby Mor-
gan would have sent Musaburo away, His
cough at nights kept the whole compound
awake, but it was only a question of
weeks for Musaburo in this world, and he
remained at the lodge in peace.

“Singing Bob” was as little troubled
with Japanese inatrimonial intentions as
the Jesuit missionaries down in the settle-
ment, though he had been a guest of the
native establishments kept by many of his
brother officers and had been taught to
believe with them that Japanese mar-
riages are like Japanese lanterns—to be
folded and put out of the way when the
candle burned out

In the silver Trilby heart he wore about
his neck—an abnormally large one crested
with oxidized fleurs de lis—was the pic-
ture of the girl who had clasped it there,
a Serator’s daughter, with big blue eyes,
v.ho had promised to go singing through
life with “Singing Bob,” It was charm
enough. ~

But when Watarabte, short and with
very fat eyelids and a mest ambitious
pompadour, appeared respectfully on his
knees outside the door, after waiting
seven whole days for Morgan to speak, a
new perspective was given the Japanese
view stretching out before the lieutenant.

“Donna San, excuse me, but will the
henerable master have young wife, or one
who knows the housekeeping?”

“Bh?' gasped Morgan, the Trilby heart
flopping against his breast. ““Ah, yes, to be
sure—a young wife or an old one! Give
me an hour, Watanabe, and I will tell
you. Never thought the matter over be-
fore. Suppose I have to have her, do 17"

Watanabe gave him a look of withering
$cofn that only a Japanese cook can give.
Here was a griffin indeed!

“Piggot San, ne have wife. Every for-
cign masters have Japanese wife!”

When the cook withdrew, “Singing Bob"
burst into a fit of laughter. Will one
have a young wife or an old one—will one
have a becfsteak or chops for breakfast?

Little O Gin San came and, as all little
O Gin Sans do, she conquered. Of all
Japanese things Morgan had yet seen or
would see again, the little museme, in
her purple gray kimono, her pearl col-
ored dzukin hood covering her forehead
and the lower portion of her laughing
face, was the daintiest. No piece of dell-
cate Satsuma, no bit of sky colored cloi-
sonne, no fragile ivory carving could com-
pare to her exquisite gracefulness,

“Singing Beb' thought the girl with the
big blue eyes might open the lid of the
Trilby heart and peep out without be-
coming jealous or shocked. The next
three months was a Tokio honeymoon
that the poetg from the time of Jimmu
Tenno down to the present era have
tried in vain to describe. Morgan, in his
ecstatic state, let O Gin San wear the sil-
ver heart. She did not discover it opencd.
Letters came by every steamer from the
girl at home—but O Gin San couldn’t read.

There were long trips in the Japanese
moonlight, in the double rickshaw, with

Musaburo in the shafts, As he trotted
laboriously along, pulling the rickshaw
through the plum bowers and peony plan-
tations, the consumpiive coolie looked a
grinning death’s head. Moved to pity by
O Gin San, Morgan at times called a
pazsing rickshaw man from the road and

sent the half-dead fellow back to (h(‘g
to trot on behind |
the rickshaw like a faithful dog, a picture |
of pathos, as Morgan and O Gin San
laughed for joy.

The turning was sharp. The girl with
the big blue eyes wrote that she was
“Singing Bob” was
plunged into despair. Little O Gin San
rubbed his brow, and made a cozier nest |
than ever in his heart which his hands
could not tear out,

How did other men manage when the
candle burned out? The little museme
had been a faithful wife and she had |

grown very fond of him. That a word|
from him could absoclutely divorce his |
fragile, delicate litt'e Josephine of the |

]
O Gin San, too, became suddenly de-
pressed. Morgan came upon her weeping,
Just as he nad summoned up courage tn

tell her. He took the little creature in
his grms. ;

“I ery like Musaburo's naukhty baby, ®
she 4ald 't serry for me, Donna San

) o know you love

little
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Jimmy that was blamed for it.
Prime came home with a blacKieve
Saturday afternoon, his mother Yais
that Jimmy had done it.

And yet Jimmy wasn't such a
boy after all. He could fill the
quicker and get the cows in from
sooner than Willle Prime, who waj the
good little boy of the neighborhood,
Jimmy was a master hustler at ¢
when he wanted to go a-fishing.

But he had a reputation and was
2 plain boyish boy, who believed
ghosts, and fairies, and things.

This particular Saturday afternoon Jim
my wanted to “go to the swimmin' hol
wid de gang.” but misfortune had over-
taken him in the shape of a bent pin
which was found innocently reposing on
the seat of Deacon Smith's chair at ~ ay-
ers that morning. So Jimmy was : . ced
to spend the afternoon a prisoner “in
durance vile," in the garret, whe he
sweltered in the heat and took rare om-
foit shying dried applies from the win-
dow at the fowls and pigs in the barn
yard.

There would be a strange swelling of
breasts {n that same barn yard after the
dried apples had made the acquaintance
of the water from the pump trough, and
Jimmy chuckled as the thought came to
him.

Any sport soon loses {ts zest to the
prisoner, and the supply of dried apples
showing an appreciable shrinkage, Jim-
my thought it was time to quit. He flung

eaves and banged his heels against the
rafters overhead.

“Wish'd there
here,” he said.

“You do, do you?' piped a thin little
voice which seemed to come frem the
strings of dried apples over his head.
“And what do you want with fairies?”

Jimmy opened his eyes wide, and his
mouth wider, and stared hard at the
strings of dried apples.

“I thought you wanted a fairy,” piped
the thin voice. “Here I am; mow what
do you want, hoy?’

“Where are you?” said Jimmy.
see nobody. Who be you?”

“I'm one of the dried apple falries™
said the voice, “that's why my voice is
g0 thin. IU's us as makes the apples
swell so when you mix 'em with water.
When they are all swelled up our voices
swell, too, and we step out and enjoy
the fun. It is because you have given
so many of my friends enjoyment this
afternoon in the barnyard that I want
to do something for you.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy.

“What would you like most?”

“Some apples, and ice cream, and—"

“Hold on! Wait a bit!” broke in the
falry. *““Not so fast, please; one thing at
a time, Apples are right in my llne, but
I don’t know about the ice cream and the
rest.”

“Why, I thought fairies could do any-
thing,” said Jimmy.

“So they can, so they can, some of
them; but there are others who have
their limitations. Speaking of apples,
how do you like that one?’

Jimmy opened his eyes wider still when
he saw a big rosy apple smiling at him
from the edge of a box near his head.

“Is it good to eat?”

“Sure,” said the fairy, and Jimmy had
pounced on it and taken a big bite, all in
a minute. It was so good he took anoth-
er big mouthful, and then he stared hard.
The bites filled up as fast as he took
theth and the apple grew whole and rosy
again.

“Wish when you bite,” sald the falry.
“Good-by and good luck to you, Jimmy."”

“Hallo, are you going?" cried the boy,
but no answer came back.

“Gee! but this is a luffin good apple,”
and he smacked his lips and bit into it
again. “Wish'd I wuz in the swimmin’
hole.”

And before the words were fairly out of
his mouth he was floundering in the swim-
ming hole with all his clothes on and
the other boys throwing mud at him.

“Gee!” said he, reaching for his apple,
which bobbed along on the water in
front of him. Taking a big bite he wished
himself on top of the straw stack to dry
in the sun,

The straw stack was hot, and before
he stopped to think Jimmy said: ‘“Wish
this straw stack was on top of the north
pole.” Away they were whisked in an in-
stant, and Jimmy, nearly frozen and his
teeth chattering, found himself looking
down from a terrible height, on a great
field of ice, where great polar bears were
having a dance in honor of the midnigh:
sun.

Looking up they caught sight of Jimmy,
and a big, old grandfather bear said:
“Wought! Wought! I smell a bad boy who
puts bent pins on Deacon Smith's chair
and who throws stones through the vil-
lnge windows. Woughf! But he'll make
a dainty sal: d with walrus fat'™ and off
he scrambled to climb the pole. Jimmy
saw him coming and heard what he said.

“Oh, dear! I'll be good if 1 ever get
back out of this,” said he, and he tried
hard to bite his apple; but it was frozen
so solid that unis teeth could not dent it,
and wish as hard as he might, the wish
would not come if he could not bite the
apple.

Just then he looked down and =aw the
grendfather bear's great red mouth open-
ed wide to catch him and he felt himself
slipping, slipping, slipping! Then, with

wuz some fairies up

“I don't

mattress
up.

“Guess I ate too many dried apples!”
and he rubbed his eyes.

“Jimmy! Jimmy! Oh, Jimmy!" his
mother's volce called at the foot of the
garret stairs.

“Yes'm,” he answered,
to bend no more pins.”

“Supper I8 ready,” she said.

onte the garret floor and woke

“l ain't goin’

Paris in Carnival Time,

From Paris Nouvellez

When, some years ago, for the first |
time, there appeared on the Paris boule-
and at Mi-
the paper “confetti’ and vari-

colored paper ribbons, the whole city

UNCLE ELI'S FABLES.

THE BLEPHANT AND THB BUG
One day the Elephant came down to the
pool to drink, and after slaking his thirst
he sucked up water in his trunk and
squirted it over his big body to coo! him-
self off. He was thus engaged when the
Bug came out of a crevice and said:
“Ah, but I have been suffering with the
heat all day! If 1 were only &n Elephant!”
“Yes; it's very nice, but I guess we can
fix things as it is. I've got about enough,
and now I'll attend to your case. Stand
by for a shower.”
Thereupon the Elephant sucked up a
barrel or more water and blew it over the
Bug, who was at once swept away in ths
flood and drowned out of hand.
Moral.—-We would be safer if some of
our friends wished us evil

THE FOX AND THE OWL.
One evening as the Owl was uttering a
few hoots and pluming her wings prepara-
tory to rustling about for food she was
accosted by the Fox with:
“I heard your hoot from afar off and
ave come to make you a proposition. |
m near-sighted, but fleet of foot, while
u are sharp-sighted, but slow of wings
pose we hunt together and divide the
ey’
ut from my earliest infancy I have
beel told that you were full of guile,” re-
plied the Ow!, as she looked down upon
Reymrd with suspicion.

“Alla mistake, my dear bird. Such talk
comes {rom the fact that my ears are cut
on the blas. As I said, we will hunt to-
gether and make a divide.”

“But pw do I know that you won't
even eat me?™ insisted the Owl, suddenly
rememberipg that her grapdmother had
mysterlousty disappeared after a confab
with a Fox,

“Listen to me,” continued Reynard, with
great earneMness. ‘“‘You simply flare
about apd use‘emur eyes to uncover Hares
and I will run'them down. You need not
even alight.”

The Owl still doubted, but at length
agreed to the par‘nership, and it was not
long before her sharp eyes espled a Hare
in her form, and she called to the Fox. 1t
was but a short chase ere the Hare was
overtaken and killeg.

“T'll eat my half and retire,” said the
Fox, as he fell to, and ten minutes later
the Owl descended ta find nothing but 4
ball of fur and a few bonee.

“Alas, but I should have known you'd
trick me in some manner!” she called to
the Fox.

“Gently, thou wall eyed,” he replied
from the thicket. “It was to be a divide,
and 1 have taken the meat and left you
the fur and bones.”

“But T ean't eat fur and bones!”

“Mebbe not; but who said anything
about eating? I supposed you were out
for the fun of the thing.”

Moral.—Don't expect to win on the other
man’s game.

THE TRAVELER AND THB CROW.

A Traveler on the highway chanced
upon a Crow seated on a limb of a road-
side tree, and being struck by the Bird's
plumpness and blackness he cried out:

“Oh, Crow, I have never seen a hand-
somer bird! Your plumage is simply
grand'!”

The Crow blinked at him, but had noth-
ing to say in reply.

“Such pose—such dignity!” continued
Traveler. “The Eagle has been called the
King of Birds, but he cannot hold a can-
dle to you.”

The Crow blinked and winked, but re-
frained from uttering a word.

“I am sure,” continued the Traveler, as
he drew nearer, “that such a handsome
Eird might equal the Nightingale in song.
I pray thee to sing to me.”

“Please excuse me to-day,” replied the
Crow, as he closed his eyes as if to sleep,

“But I may not. Tour dignity, pose,
and plumage have excited my great ad-
miration, and I am sure your volice
will but add to it.”

“T've had a sore throat and the grip,”
protested the Crow.

“Ah, that is but an excuse to vell your
modesty. 8ing me but one little song.”

“Thus urged, the Crow opened his
mouih and gave wutterance to such a
screech that the Traveler took to his
heels at once, exclalming as he fled:

“By the great horn spoca, but who'd 'a’
thought it!"

Moral—-Knowing our weaknesses,
should conceal them as much possible.

*“That’s another case of it,”” sighed the
Crow, as he moved farther back inte
the shade. “As a Crow I am all right,
but as a Nightingale I drive away those
who would be my friends.”

ARIZONA KICKLETS.

we

The Bulldog saloon hds received a brand
of whisky called “Angels’' Tipple,” and a
two-peg drink of it is warranted to take
any man in the Territory off his feet
within ten minutes. The idea is a long
drink for a little money.

. s 0

On Monday last the editor of the Lone
Jack Recorder was taken by the nose
and led out of his office and kicked into

the brush by a man only five feet high

We have no comment to make. This is
a country of surprises.
L I
Dr. John Wheelan departed for the

East three or four days ago, and will not
return to Giveadam Gulch. He was not
driven out, but had the sense to see that
the field was not a good one for a doctor
who couldn’t tell the difference between
measles and smalipox.
L
The mall carrier on the Grass Valley
route got in forty minutes ahead of time
Wednesday afternoon. He says that a
cinnamon bear picked him up at Sijver
Creek and chased him four miles, and to
beat the bear he had to beat his record.
As postmaster, we wish that bears were
more numerous on all the other routes.
L I

Tuesday afterncon his honor the mayor
(who is ourgelf) was obliged to throw old
old Jim Hewson downstalrs in the ity
ball, and old Jim picked himseif up and
fired four bullets to kill. No harm was
done, however, and the rumors of trag-
edy flying around town need excite no-
body.
. . . 0

In a Nttle discussior as to whether a
mule draws a long breath when he Kicks
Maj, Wharton and Capt. Campu:ll pulled
their guns on each otber at the Bootleg
saloon the other evening. Friends inter.

fered to prevent an affray. and later on
the two men 100k a drink together
-

the innovation with joyful sur-
The effect was really a brilliant
With thelr branches weighted down
thousands upon thousands of dangling

groeted

rise,

one.,
by ‘
trees bardering the roadways looked like
regiments o! Maypoles. As for the pewly |
designed form of confettl, nothing coult
I b-en more becoming for the falr sex
than the mill s of Mtle kaleidoscopic |
dises that soengled thelr halr and added a '
ntastic blending of color 10 thelr gar- !

1S

ar by year. however, the spectacie fell
away from its original harmlessness, and
degencrated Into brutalily. Finally ft ve-
came necessary for the police 1o {ssue rig-
rules forbidding the street arabs
gatheriry up from the sidewalks.
throwins gain, the ltile missiles !
that, once hied, gathered mushy ;nud !
and microbes. The sanitary experts de-
clared tha'! these solled confett! distrib- |
uted the bacllli of disease wherevep they
strisck. The authoritles on zrboricultyre |
announced thati the paper serpeilines in. |
jured-the trées so materinlly that a con-
tinuance of the custom of festooning |
hem would surely kili them, hampered as |
nis growth of city trees must necessarily |
be when thelr roots are incrusted whh
asphalt or the fagging of the sidewalk. |
These practical objections to the paper
ribbons and confett] resulted In diminish.
ing their use ut the carnival time They |
were stil] very much in evidence, how. |
ever, on Shrove Tuesday, but nothing Jike |
so generally as formerly, and the dash of |
the festival was missing. Before long the |
custom will have entirely disappeared
& mething else will have to be found, for |
Parisian I8 an ingenious mortel. Be- |
sides that, Paris could net exiat 'uhoutl

i
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Last Sunday Coroner Filkins spent iws
hours Folding an inquest on the skull of
a bear which had been picked up about
five miles from town, and it took the tes-
timony of a dozen old hunters to convinece
him that he aadn’t got hold of a great
murder mystery The emptiness of the
skull probably excited a fraterrs! feeling
in the breast «f the official

L LI I

The attempt of ex-Judge Singletres o

irtroduce the game of golf ts our people

last Thursday was not a success from
his standpoiut. Afier one ar tvo efforts
most of the players threw away their

sticks and began shooting the balls from
hole to hole, and when the judge had pro-

| tested in vain he gave up the matter in

despalr, We are one of those who can't
seec why you should whack a ball! with a

club when you ean drive it with a bu'i
“ s e

This town could get a water supply of

{#0 barvels a day from Beaver Creek by ex

pending the sum of $7%, but at the pub.
it meeting held Tuesday evening
project was sat down on with & smash
We fathered the project, but we were not
greatly dizappointed. We own a duck
pond & by 199 feet in dimensions, and we

the

'can paddie about It without reference 1o

the pubiic supply.
- " »
A bullet fired by Mr. John Scott gt 3
dog two weeks ago struck a knot

in a
fence and rebounded and raked the
shooter across ihe scalp. He yesterdey

informed us that since the gecident he
had not been troubled with dandruff 1
the slightest, and he can now glso get

drunk and escape a headache next day.

He thinks the discovery waorthy of public
notice. We have heard that hitting a men

over ine head with & gub peeduces he
selic geulal slect




